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I'D FAIN BE HOME,

P, Home at my father's bress:;
Out of this world's mischievous contention,
1n deep and rTest,
1housand w U e T ertered,
But ene is Jeft hﬂlo{%mmw
Now io a single ho pe, where'er I roam,

'd fainbe b I"m tired of thy troubles, bu
T B

Z

There s my bome—wha of the world's derisions! | Mo you don't think 1I'll neglect you
2 -{I"ll be back tc-morrow, and you must

"

No snare doth hold it, all baits to it are bollow,

The is and
e e
o
1t somrs high over dale and hill and dome—

And while'tbeir earsto all allurements listened, | factly well except for a few spota on hiz

In of all enjoyment s golden foam,
bome,

*d fain be home! The frail ship secks the har-
::"ﬁnotleluehthtn
babe's ssleep in mother’s arm, safe harbor.
too at rest would be,
Ful many asong I've msm}mm sorTow —
X Thllllo{d like a tale—what brings lo-morrow?
*m tired to sing, I'm tired of toll and rosm:

1'd fain be home!

HER LETTER,

g

Here's the last letter I had from Will,
Written at Ve you see;
He's mel Badle and Jessle McGill—
R They “spoke so nicely™ of md!
&m{lc&n Don’t I know her ways,
Ehn'? smile and ll.'al“li mmllemh H
e's Vo Iy EWeel an , be says—
Bhe'd guu— leave Will alone.

1. 7'm not jealone, Of eourse, I don't care;

But—well—we're engaged, you know,

And truly, now, don'tit seem unfair
For Willie to tease me sc?

And thec—I ean’t ind much fault, yousce,
For fesr he'd say something back:

Both these girls chatter so—why—that he—
Fuppoe tiu tell him about Jack!

L -

Fortescue’s Sore Throat.

Hope Ledyard in Christian Umon.

It was a delightful morning in early

ing; & genthe wind caressed the ten-
MVea which had burst torth in the
night; a bird twittered now and again
with that iar clearness of sound
that only the first birds of the season
seem 1o possess, and the sun had sent
its heralds of the dawn far in advance—
long lines of ye‘.low.purﬁle and crimseon,
ﬁg tender pink and blue still higher
in the sky. )

Mr. Fortescue had risen early on pur-

to feast his eyes and mind on the
E‘:t]lty of the landscape, and stood lost
in thought at his dressing-room window.
A plain buginess man, & thoroughbred
man, his neighbors called Ned Fortes-
cue; but he had an artist’s eye and a
keen poetic instinct.

But suddenly his face clouded—he
had heard a sound that he understood
only too well. A harmless noise you
would have thought it—merely a slight
jar of iron I?imt wood as Mrs. Fortes-
cue turned the

bed-key.
“She’s taking down our bed,as I'm
alive!” eoliloquized Mr. Fortescue.

“That means” honse-cleaning, and no
peace for a week at least. Whatf can be
done? Isthere no way togetout of it?
I'm sure every carpet in the house was
lifted last fall.”

The husband stood looking out of the
window, but no longer heeding the
sunrise—he was revolving a plan. “I’ll
risk it,” he eaid at last, and proceeded to
hunt up some strips of flannel.

Just as he was swathing his throat in
a long strip of red flaanel Mrs. Fortes-
cue came to the door.

“I've taken the bed down, Ned, and

shall pet to work at once. Hear the
birds, it's high time we were through
house cleaning. But, my dear Ned,
what is the matter? Don't tell me
you've asore throat!”

Mr. Fortescue nodded, pointed to his
thiroat, and shook his head, as if solemn~
lyb gloi indicate that speech was an impos-
8l A

"Datuyu- me! how very unfortunate, I
;:lnl.n't possibly clean house with yon

Mr. Fortescue turned suddenlg to the
hmi;lL ow lest his delight should betray

“We must send for Dr. Horton,” con-
tinned his wife, “and you must not
Jeave these rooms. I do not wish to
alarm yon, my dear, but yon know diph-
theria is 80 catching,and the children—"

For a moment more our hero wavered;
he had not any idea of being quaran-
tined. Besides, the doctor would see
l.hro?h his deception. If only his wife
would have held her torgue fora few
minutes he would bave confessed his

ren that he conldn't be blamed if she

l‘erhnw; (qe:king .i.nm?;li[::

could,and so over-acting that Annie be-

Gaghl m‘.“&?‘*".ﬁea‘“"h'&."‘ﬁ

N‘M?mﬁm family and see
doctor as soon as possible,

I'd fain be ton! Home in my Father's mansion

| the doctor, and she was in the room,
t anxious to learn his opihion of the pa-

jent.

“A diphtheritic throat, msa'sm; then!
is no cause for alarm—none whatever;
yet whatis a light aitack for' the father

ight prove fatal to a child.

Im“zli'lll ?ukma them away at once—at oncel

h, and let me know thetruth.”
uj’leg;l?m’:.t:en‘}elt guilty as they saw
that Mrs, Fortescne was really troubled

spring cleanipg, and the belief that
a few dlyg at Aunt Maria’s “would really
do Annie good,” that enabled Mr. For-
tueuetowryouthhm. As for the
doctor, he assured her Ned was per-

throat; that the quiet, and a few davs
rest from bmineg, would quite set him
up; and urE:dhe:r to stay with the chil-
e e
enti ph “All's wel'.

Two o¥ three hours later Mrs. Fortes-
cue aod the two :&i’l&lt‘fnwdmv“l’a off P&: &g
de; wavinga - 'oor
wlr:nwodt' at his window, the red flan-
nel still about his throat. Dr. Horton
had telegraphed to two or three of Ned's
chums,and was to mkh :hhnhn;xagﬁ
about dinner time, when they ho,
gentleman in que:'tiou would have arriv-
ed. Meanwhile the cookand waiters
were quite relieved ae to master’s throat

joyed.

It chanced tnat all three of the chums
were able to accept the invitation. Jack
Downing never could resist the country
in such weather, and felt he could com-
bine business with pleasure,for Fortescue
bad told him of the scenery about his
place, and he was sure of making some
sketches. Tom Bascomb was a medical
student,one who often t his Bundays
at the Hennery (as the Fortescues called
their place,) and Mr. Driscombe, a bard-
working man of business, was fairly
shoved oft by his wife, who knew how
much the poor man needed & breath of
real country air, X
“I’m on the sick list,” explained their
hose, *‘Nothing w mentionig except
that itgave mea chance ofa holiday,and
as my wife is off with the chﬂd{en I
thought I would enjoy keeping bachelor’s

hall for a few days.”
And they did enjoy it! Jack sketched,
talked an amokec[l. omrefused to think

of medicine or disease, kept them all
laughing, and amused himself at the
piano,while “dear old Driscomb,” as Ned
called his friend, who was a few,and
seemed ten, years older than Ned,rested
body, soul and spirit, enjoying the good
cooking, the clear air, the scenery, the
young man’s jollity and his wife's letters,
which arrived twice a day.

“Throat doing splendidly,” was the
telegram that relieved Annie Fortescue
on the evening of her arrival. Aunt
Maria was delighted to see the children,
and made 8o mnch of Annie herself that
the iittle woman decided not to go the
next morning ifthe news was good.
“Your husband almost well—no need
of nursing,” was the telegram receivea
at 10 o’clock, and then all insisted that
sinceshe had comé she might as well
stay.

“Just telegrapk to Ned tbat you'll stay
a week now you have left home,” coaxed
her aunt. “You are such a slave to your
house, husband and echildren that 1 be-
gan to despair of a visit, Isaid to Thom-
as only the other day: ‘Annie’ll be sure
to be house cleaning if this warm spell
holds good’.”

“Why, queerly enough, I had begun,”
said Annie, *“My bed was down; Ned al-
wayse knows I mean business when I
unscrew that great bed of ours. How
the dear old fellow hates house cleaning.
No, I can’tpromise & week, but I'll stay
on from day to day. Ned can’t do with-
out me,”

1f she could have but seen Ned at that
moment! He was trying his hand ata
water cooler under Jack's tuition, while
Tom told story after story that made
Ned 80 huml{ he could not keep
his hand steady. Then followed a song,
Ned singing the solp, andall joining in
the chorus—singing is so good for a
sore throat.

The weather grew warmer each day.
Annie's housewifely instincts could not
resist such an opportonity. Ned was,
by his own account, quite well; the
children could stay at Aunt Maria's.
What a splendid chance to do the clesn-

!

I'nEI mever knew such a succession of
spring days. Tho weather is heavenly.
It is inspiring. Why, before the rest of
ou thought o!'gottmﬁ out of your beds
ed and I took a stroll, and see these
sketches,” and Jack showed all of his
studies.

P h’“ know, a woman only thinks
of—" Ned began; but he was interrupt-
ed; he never finished the sentence, for
figare Stocd in the doorway; and, as all
four gentlemen turped, Annie looked
from one to the other,in evident
amazement, and not with ent de-

keeping more than homemaking can en-

hlmh‘winmw

write this Annie recovered herselfshook | adopting the method
hnd-viﬂnhﬂ'nﬁrﬂmn she was |ting, the risk from ba
Tnbd‘iﬂl, was introduced to|ed about one half,
J Do-m:twhontho had often | cost of caring quite
heard. Ni was said of the throat, res grass to get
but after & priuste interview with it has notbeceme

.
alﬂﬂpﬂdhhﬂ.ﬁ'ﬂ
th ﬁr:m“ fow

e a

and whon she had Ned hm

was only time for an assenting_not from ¢

by the hearty lunch he ordered and en- dl

surface of the field is smooth and
ed | from

fi
Lol et foan, Ned, T
tidy house, but 1 believe I
even better.” -
I'm ashamed of myse

=

brain. You must keep J

pulled to pieces

make so hap

IT WAS ONLY BLACK BAND.

Erie Canal.
New York Times,

clerk, and the captain of a canal boa
on the lee rail of a codfish schooner and
discussed the decline of the American
merchant marine, The clerk was wise
in fine points of law, the skipper was
filled to overflowing with w i
the land sharks at Washington, and th

to,the most conflicting of opinions. The
clerk wanted to reform congress by con-
gressional legislation, the skipper was
on the point of blowing up the capital
with dynamite, and the captain concided
with both opinions by remarking that
either remed{ if sucoessfully ed in-

& produce sastomshing re-
red to suggest, it

der instead of itmn o
gunpowder i of dynamite, as gun-
powder in even the shol of the south
was more deadly than the dynamite

in the, british isles.

“But it's so dangerous to handle,” sdid
the skipper.

“How so?” ingmired the clerk, who
had hanaled uncounted tons of explo-
sives.

“You npever can tell it from black
eand.”

There was silence for several minutes,
Then the captain spoke.

“Is black eand particularly dangerous?”
hé gsked.

“Mighty dangerous.”

“How 80?” asked the clerk, with a
tinge of humilation for his ignorance.

“When you're down on the Chinese
coast, and you load nu

to repeal an attack by pirots, you'er sl-
ways sure to be murdered, beacuse the
black sand will not go off.”

“Won'tit?" asked the captain, ina
tone that implied that it would,

“[ never heard,” said the skipper.
Theclerk was dumb throngn newly-
found ignorance.

“You see that scar,” eaid the captain,
pointiog to & red ridge acroes his cheek.

“Well give us the story,” urged the
skipper.

“It was years ago,” began the the cap-
tain: “I was running a fast packet line
on the Erie canal from Albany to Buffalo.
I had a beantiful boat and four fast
horses every few miles, We carried the
mail and always had a big load of pas-
sengers. One trip we wook on board a
lot of small barrels: labled ‘black sand.’
One of the barrels were accidently
broken open, the cover lost, and a quart
or 80 of ‘black sand’ scattered about the
hold. The barrel was set out of the
way near the wine cask, and apparently
was forgotten. At dinner time some
more wine was wanted by some of the

ngers; and I went down to daaw it

om the cask. Asthe hold was dark I
took a broken piece of candle for a light.
Bearcely knowing whas I did I struck
the candle upright in the ‘black sand,’
and sat down on the floorto draw the
wine. I had been up all mght and was
very tired, and somehow or otherI fell
asleep. I must have shut off the faucet
while asleep, for when I awoke the wine
pitcher was filled and the faucet closed.
Ag Ireached out my hand to take up
the candle I saw a8 sight that froze my
blood with horror, When I had alept
the candle had burned low and was on
the point of flickering out. In another
instant the flames would reach the
powder—fur of course it was powder,and
not black sand—and blow boat,crew, and
gmngan toatoms. I died a thoueand

eath inan instant. I was paralyzed
with fear,.and could only wait with star-
ing eyes for the end. Death was already
at my throat. The sound of laughter
in the cabin came strangely to my ears.
They were in the face of a ter-
rible death. Atlast the end came;the
liget flickered for & moment, flared up
for the last time, and then 5

“And then!” whispered the skipper
and the clerk with breathless interest.

“And then wentout. Asit was noth-

“But the scar?” asked the clerk,
“Kicked by a mule; usual way with
canal men.”

CUT THE GRASS AT NIGHT,.

light. Any woman who enjoys house- th

if the work is driving an

Annie called ; yet as shel that would A onee, to prove the quick-
she conld not be blind to the fact that the machine. The next nees of dog, who 3- ]ying%obn
Hﬁwmm happier than he the dew is dried off, set the tedder going | the fire in the hous where we were
had fora year Even his | and keep it busy until noon. In the af- |talking, ssid to me in the middle of &
dﬁnlanhhmlothc dwd:ipmm ternoon the hay will be dry enough to |%entence concerning something else: ‘1,
not bring back the reprees- | go into the barn, and there has thinking, sir, the mhi}:thl:hrou-

¥ no

'udl,midthmhn

rst i m
“‘,dolihon

y I'm sorry, since you're so good

here & week or two. After all, the house
: :gg.n:l:d‘l‘?ll try to putnpwithm
messes in the Sif.t-lg room, since they
14 1 o th;“ Annielengawkq rest until
dfain bohoms, when once—a bahe—they car- 2.;“ only the vivid recollection o Beptem

Thrilling Experience of a Captain on the

A New England skigper.n shipping
8 t aat

against | thoogh the best doctors are patching
captain assented with cheerful readiness | and

p your guns
with black sand in mistake l%r powder y

rorllrin _Bpots without satisfactory re-
ts. Itizonly when we are
:lclt!ﬂlmedmouddm ﬂ;ﬁ
¥, and do the
thing. en it i;thu“mmtkeen!y

regret we did not sooner use

the experience of oth and jum
AWA) fromonr‘puu._ eﬂ' e
T ds of parsons who will read

=== v Coods and Notions,

L
Have just received their Fall and Winter Stock of

¥

they know they are getting worse, even

them in spots. The origin of these aches

they would build these all overnew with
Warner’s safe cure as millions have done,
"nd cease investing their money in mis-
ersble unsuccessful patchwork, they
would be well and happy and would
bless the day when the Lord “hit ’em”
and indicated the common sense course
for them to pursue.—London Press.

TRYING TO SELL A HORSE,
A Typleal Conversation Between the Owner

and Some Expe
New York Sun, g

asked a Wall street banker toa friend
at an up-town boarding stable after the
close of business the other afternoon, as
he pointed to a thin 1
horeeflesh which a h
to a road wagon.
“Looks a trifle aged,” replied the
friend, a8 he gazed at the animal with a
knowing look.
“Whose crowbait is that?” inquired
another friend, who joined the couple at
that moment.
“What do you thin% of him?” asked
one.
“What do I think of him?” He was
a m;gctable Flow-horse once. Is he

ll'Ym!!
"Wl_nt. are you going to do with him?
Bell ]'1lun to a street car company I sup-

“What’s the matter with him?"”

“Cant you teli?” replied the other,
Eitymg]y. “I thouget you understood

orses. He is foundered. Listen to
him breathe.”

“What horse are you talking about?”
asked another acquaintance. “That bag
of bones?”

“Yes,” replied the owner,

“Why don’t you finish him? You've
got a good framework there. All you
need is to put the weatherboarding on,
then send him around to the uphol~
ster’s to have some hair put on.

“When did you feed him last?” asked
another acquaintance. “He looks rath-

er shaky.”

“He has windgalls on his hind legs,”
remarked one of the party. I wouldn’t
give $5 for him.

“He’s 40 years old if he’'s a day,” said
another. “Why don't yon send {mn to
a museam?”

“He’s got the bots,” said another. I
had a horse onee that had the bots, and
a horse that’s got the bo.s ain’t worth
shooting.”

“What will yon give me for him?”
asked the owner when the horsemen
bad finished expressing their opinious.
Will any gentleman here give me $500
for him?

“Five hundred dollars for a horse
that's got the heaves?” asked one of the
party. “Why, I wonldn’t give you 500
cents.”

“Will you give me $2507”

“No, sir,” answered another. “That's
too much for a windgalled piece ot bric-
a-brac. Why don’t you have it stuffed
and varnished?”

“Will you give me $1007” asked the
owner, who began to look as though he
waa sick of his bargain. .

“He isn’t worth half that,” said the
former speaker with decision.

“What will you give me, then?”

“I'll give you 10 cents if you’ll throw
in the harness and pay the funeral if hb
dies before I can drive him out to the
ertilizer’s.”

“Well, gentlemen,” replied the ownex
a8 he stepped into the wagon and started
to drive away. “I see I can’t make a
trade here.”

“That's a mfighl:y goocil’ lhomi'l; said the
proprietor of the stable asthe w
rlnied out of the door. i
_ “Good? replied the othersin deria-

ion.

“Yes, rather.”

“How old is he?” they asked.

“Six years old.”

“Yes,but he is all knocked oul of
time.”

“Sound as a dollar.”

“In bad condition, though.”

“Never in better. Made a record ot

2:24 last week.”
! How much did he

coat?”
“Beven thousand five hundred dollars.
He's a full brother to Jay-Eye-See.”
The next time the broker offers his
horse for sale for $500 he will probably
geta taker.

Not to bo Fooled Again.
Baplist Weekly.
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painsis the kidneysand liver, and if

epicimen of
er was hitching

We Have the Largest and Best Selected Stock of

EVER BROUGHT TO THIS CITY.

“What do you think of that horse?” -

OUR BTOCK OF

FLANNELS & SUITINGS

CANNOT BE EXCELLED.

Come and [xamine Our Stock.  No Tmuble to Show Goods,

WE ALSO HAVE THE MOST COMPLETE STOCK OF

GROCERIES

IIN TEHE CITY.

WE WILL NOT BEUNDERSOLD

MORGAN & DANN,

WA-KEENY, - - - HKANSAS.

JUST RECHEIVED

—AT—

ELLSWORTH'S

100,000 FEET OF L

Co and Look Before Buying, for it is the
Best ever Brought to This
Market.

i

e

Plenty of Corn, Oatsand General Feed. Best
of Coal always on Hand.

_BIG REDUCTION IN COAL.

86,00
Rock Springs Nut, Siby ..-' SAE z:

-~ CASH PAID FOR WHEAT AND RYE.

Remember, that after January ist, I will
Sell for Cash only. Don’t forget it.

1
g
gE

F.O. ELLSWORTH.

MORGAN & DANN,

- ,pl.l.:-,. -
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